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turbed. She went peacefully on biting into her bread without
so much as a nod to her husband. When the white man, putting
the bread back in its box, passed the husband, the Eskimo smiled
amiably, as always, and in his smile there was not the least
reference to the situation. And when his wife rose from table
and rolled herself a cigarette at the tobacco box, he did not
throw her even the most furtive glance. She, for her part, was
still shy with the white man; and when his eyes met hers she
smiled gently with that Eskimo smile which is not even amia-
bility but urbanity.
Breakfast ended, she got up and joined her husband and his
friend in the outer room. In a moment all three were laughing
gaily, there was certainly not a word said about what had
happened. The three natives had begun to play a game — two
would hide something in the room, and the third would have to
find it. They played like this for an hour, laughing and giggling
like little children.
I went to bed that night still thinking of Gibson's story.
What, I wondered, could have been the thoughts of that hus-
band tranquilly sitting in the outer room? Was he indifferent?
Was his mind totally blank? Was he cynical? Again and again
I was to be baulked in my understanding by the 20,000 years of
evolution — or is it more? — that separate the Eskimo and rne.
When I witnessed an event, when I participated in a fact, I, as
a civilized, or at least evolved European, found it impossible not
to dwell upon that fact, to attempt to interpret it. Doubtless the
Eskimo never attempted to interpret, to understand. The thing
was there — and that was all. The man of Neanderthal and the
man of Rockefeller Centre must of necessity view and value
things each in his own way. Here sits a human being in one
room while in another room sit his wife and a passive, a most
casual, lover. And what does he do? He laughs. About what is
going on in the other room? Not at all. He laughs because it is
fun to play at hiding things with a friend,
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